a Beech wood of his, at Beconsfield in Bucks, and without
soweing, but naturally, there sprang up a wood all of Birch.
He haz but a tender weake body, but was alwayes very
temperate. They made him damnable drunke at Somerset-
house, where, at the water stayres, he fell downe, and had a
cruell fall. 'Twas pitty to use such a sweet swan so inhumanely.
I have heard him say that he so much admired Mr. Thomas
Hobbes booke De Cive, when it came forth, that he was very
desirous to have it donne into English, and Mr. Hobbes was
most willing it should be done by Mr. Waller's hand, for that
he was so great a Master of our English language. Mr, Waller
freely promised him to doe it, but first he would desire Mr.
Hobbes to make an Essaye ; he (T. H.) did the first booke, and
did it so extremely well, that Mr. Waller would not meddle
with it, for that nobody els could doe it so well.
Mr. Christopher Wase repeating to him the bitter satyricall
verses made on Sir Carre Scroop, viz:
Thy Brother murdred, and thy Sister wbor'd,
Thy Mother too, and yet thy Penne's thy Sword;
Mr. Waller replyed sur le champ, That men write ill things well,
and good things ill; that Satyricall writing was downe-hill,
most easie and naturall; that at Billingsgate one might hear
great heights of such witt; that the cursed earth naturally
produces briars and thornes and weeds, but roses and fine flowers
require cultivation. All his writings are free from offence.
Mr. Edm: Waller sayd to Eliz: Countess of Thanet, That
Poetrie was abused, when 'twas turned to any other way, than
hymnes.
He hath a great memory: and remembers a History best
when read to him: yet, notwithstanding his great Witt and
mastership in rhetorique, he will oftentimes be guilty of mispell-
ing in English. He writes a lamentably poor hand, as bad as
the scratching of a hen.
He was borne in the parish of Agmundesham, in Bucking-
hamshire, at a place called Winchmore-hill, which was sold
by his father, and which he had a very great desire to have
bought again, not long before his death, but the Owner would
not sell it. Said he, to his cosen Hamden, A Stagge, when he is
hunted, and neer spent, alwayes returnes home.
He made some verses of his owne dyeing, but a fortnight,
or a little more before his Decease. He dyed at 83, and his
Witt was as florid then as at any time of his Life. He derived
his Poetick witt from the Hamdens ; severall of them have been
Poets,
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